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J833                                MALTA
Jjof tiost aims by oarth defiled, C3 loams of wisdom sin-b«jjfuilod. Sa.tod power's tyrainiio mood, (lomisels shared'with men o£ hlootl, Sa<l KUC.C.O..SH, parental tears, And a dreary gifti of yearn. Btvrun^o, thut, jjfniltless i'ui'.o and form T& lii.vi.sh on tho Koarring storm ! Vi't \vn take tlit'o. hi thy bliuihuiHs, And wo bultet; thoo in Icincluosa: .'I jitllo chary oC thy fumo, 3>unfc unborn uiny WOKS or blamoj Bub wo mould thao for tho root OL* inau'a promised hoaling Fruit; And. wo mould then hcmoo to rise, As our brother, to tho skies.1
Lazaret, Malta; January 18, 1803.
January 28.
I am properly taken at my word. I havo boon sighing for rest and qtiiot. This is tho sixth day since I loft the ' .Lazaret'; and X havo Imrdly soon or npokon to anyone. Tho Kroudes dine out ov(ny day, and aro out all tho morning of oourso. Tho two last days they havo boon on a visit to a friend [I wisluul and insisted on their doing all this]. Last night 1 put n bliHtar on my chost, and, novor having had ono on boforo, you nxayfanc-y my awkwardness in taking it off and (h'ossing tho placci of it thin morning. I ought to havo had four hands. Our nervant -was with tho JjYoudos, and tho pooplo of tho lioiiH(^ aro HO dirty, ohoatmg, and ignorant of Knglish, that tlu^y mako a mintuko wlmtuvor i« told t]iom. Never was sucli a tnko-in an this place : wo worn recommended to go olsowhoro. 'Woll, I am nt^t upon a solitary life, and thoroforo ought to havo oxporicmcowhat it iH; nor do T. repent. Hut oven St. Paul had IIIH mini.storH. I liavo sent to tho library and got ' JVInrringo' to read 1 J )on't Binito —this juxta-position is quibo aucitlenta!. You aro continually in my thoughts, of courBa 1 know what kindnoss I Hhould havo at liomo ; and it in no now fruling with me, only now for tho first time brought! out, tliab I do nob fool tins so much as T ought. Thank Clod, my spirits have not failed me once. They xtsod, whcm I was Rolitary, but 1 am callous now. Jjast night, as X put on my blister, I reflected it was juat a week since I caxafflit my cold at tho Lamrit by speaking to a ghost. I wondcvr liow long 1 shall lait without any friend
* «The Call of David.'ed its engine, and put into Lisbon for three weeks, arriving here as we returned from Corfu. The brig that took out Lord Nugent also suffered. This is a most curious town: the people are very kind, and we overflow with invitations ; but somehow I do not like the place, though I have seen, little of it. I shallH» »» to tlitmi. What dr> wo know tiUmt wrt ovil tiptrlt I " HIM wont* wen writhing1, but them wtw an int«n»itjr of rt'iillwiri«n in hlx !;»'« an he wtld thorn, of it nmlity w»rl of his l^rnuraneo atwwt. It, that wni n k«*y tn inu w to the Konroo of Ms tatlatwee ot«r ctlhw* Th« w^ll «>f l»I!t?f i» athow i§ next to setting youwclf { wid ollitf to it."                illness, and I wtknt on. to Hickards, and fetched back my sistc
